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Going down 


You sit in the backyard of James's house, while waiting for Jason to get his stuff. You spent so much time in 
this backyard, but probably not ever again. James will certainly sell this house after all that happened. 


Shit, you'd never have guessed James to be gay. Not ‘till the summer of 1987. James had all these really manly 
hobbies, fishing, hunting, working on vehicles. Stuff like that. And he had had a lot of woman in his days, but 
then again he had had guys. He'd have probably fucked even goats, if he had had been just stoned enough. But 


then there was Jase, suddenly out of nowhere. 
You knew they fucked, but to you it's been nothing but fucking. Or maybe just messing around with Jase. 
But then there was this BBQ in the summer of 1981. All of you still suffered Cliff was missing so much. 


You just sat in an old chair, the almost empty bottle of vodka in your hand and you watched Jase. You wanted 
him to do something wrong, to slip just for a tiny little second, so you could blow up on him. 


And then James came into the picture. He wrapped his arms around Jase waist and pulled him closer. He 


whispered something into his ear that made Jase smile and placed a soft kiss on his temple before letting go 


agai n. 


You had never seen James showing that much tender affection. But after that it happened more and more 


often. And surprisingly you were fine with it, somehow. Kirk, too. 

lb years ago. 

And now you sit in the very same backyard in just another chair and it's going to end. 

Ive got everything," Jase tells you. You didn't notice him coming down, but now he makes a beeline to you. 
"Tell me, why, Jase. Fuck, even he doesn't know," you say and Jase sits down next to you. 

"He knows, he just doesn't tell you." 

"What the fuck?" 


James is your best friend. He tells you everything. Or at least he doesn't lie to you. Straight questions get 
straight answers. And you did ask. 


"He's going down again," Jase says. 

And although his voice sounds sad to you, you do not believe him. "He's not. He's good." 
Jase shakes his head. "He's not good. He's starting again" 

"Nol" Hs all you can say. 

"Fuck you, Lars." 


He gets angry because he needs you to believe him. When James was in rehab the two of you talked a lot. A 


lot about James. 


"Do you even remember the last time he wasn't on something or trying to get off some shit," he asks you. 


And you don't answer that. 


"But the two of you got through so much shit. Hell, we all thought you'd break up about you leaving Metallica 
But you made it through it. What's so different now?" 


He looks down at his hands. "I'm tired, Lars. I'm so fucking tired of not being good enough to keep him clean" 


You look at your own hands. 


"He's been addicted to shit half of his life," Jase continues when you don't say a thing. "And just because he's 
got enough morey he is not dead yet." 


That's the part of the truth you don't really want to hear, so you get up. 

"And his hands start to shake sometimes, now," he says. He knows you don't want to hear, but he needs to tell. 
You spin around to him. "He'd never fuck with the band" You yell. 

Jason gets up. "He fucked with everything else that mattered." His voice is low. 


When he passes you by, you grab his shoulder. "Fuck you, Jase. You want out, get out. But shut the fuck up 


about James." 

He looks you in the eye. "l'm giving up just about everything, Lars. My friends, my home, my music. You don't 
think that one can get their feet back on the ground if the Mighty Hetfield is against you. You guys will stick 
to James. You're Metallica. And | think the next time we'll see each other is his funeral." 

You let go of his shoulder. "You're cruel" Your voice is just a whisper. 

Shit, you know him since you're 13. The two of you are Lars and James. But he said it himself brightest flames 
burn quickest. And you knew it. You always knew, you'd outlive him, but still you don't need no one to tell you 
shit like that, cause you're Lars and James. James and Lars. 

‘lm sorry," Jason tells you. "I didn't mean to be cruel." 

"Look out for the two of you," he adds after a moment of silence. You nod. 

"You, too." 

He nods shortly before turning around and heading to his car. 

"Jason," you call after him. 


"Do you still love him?" 


"Its never been about love," he lies. 


